8         THE PLEASURES OF POETRY
VOICE ;
Gently dip, but not too deep,
For fear yon make the golden beard to weep.
Fair maiden, white and red,
Comb me smooth, and stroke my head,
And thou shalt have some cockell-breacL
A SECOND HEAD comes up full of gold, which
she combs into her lap.
SEC. HEAD :
Gently dip, but not too deep,
For fear thou make the golden beard to weep*
Fair maiden, white and red,
Comb me smooth, and stroke my head,
And every hair a sheaf shall be,
And every sheaf a golden tree.
But I am wandering from my date and from
my purpose, for this book begins with Milton,
and with that very odd clergyman, Robert
Herrick, the boon-companion of Sir Clypseby
Crew, and it finishes with poor Christopher
Smart, whom Dr. Johnson visited and com-
forted with packets of tea when he was confined
in a lunatic asylum.
The technical notes which follow are less
concerned with the structure than with the
texture of the poems, and the effect that texture